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From Mrs. Butler to General Butler
LOWELL, August 20, '64
DEAREST: I have your letter of Aug. 18th. What you say of my becoming a member of the church is well. I tell you truly, it is more to give some sustaining power to Harriet, who depends on me more than ever, than from any deep belief that I can more calmly meet the calamities of life. The demands made upon me are more than I, alone, am able to meet. I cannot help her "through the valley and shadow of death," if it must come, though even now I think it may be far off for her yet. But if through any act of mine, or assistance by sympathy, I can aid her to find comfort and strength elsewhere to help her on, or in saving to aid her, should myself find Heaven, it were time, thought, and feeling well bestowed. I have always been more a believer than a skeptic. Christ is the only perfect model I have ever read of. His life and teachings are both perfect, therefore, we may regard him as divine. Man as we find him now is no such being. The further he departs from the truths that Christ has taught, the more useless and worthless he becomes. The nearer he approaches to Jesus' requirements, the more beneficial to others and himself. No one can live a day without some unworthy thought, some act or speech that they would be unwilling to trace, or have traced to its true cause. So that if the conscience is ever honest with itself, repentance must follow, and remission of sins can be given only by some being possessing those attributes that we ascribe to Christ. For if we forgive another's sins committed against us, it does not meet all that is important. The consequences have extended, and others, far off in the future, will continue to suffer from it. Some higher power must accept our repentance, and take from us the iniquities that our dark passions engender, if we do repent, and let us be free of it. Or we must stagger on forever accumulating until we drop down in despair, or defyingly throw away all restraints and recklessly outrage nature. But I am not sure what I had better do. This church, is no more to me than any other Christian Church, only that I have attended there for many years. I like their services for the dead, and various other things, better than any other. But I have great dread of doing anything hypocritical, and many things that I am not now aware of might come up to make me feel that I was out of place. But let this pass now. I have written more upon it than I have well thought of.